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IN MEMORY 


Kileen Ruth Walker (Kissick) Murray 
Member 


Eileen Ruth WALKER (KISSICK) MURRAY, 88, of 
New Castle passed away peacefully surrounded by her 
children, Wednesday, December 12, 2018 at Glen Oaks 
Health Campus. She was born December 14, 1929 in Weston, 
West Virginia to the late James and Iona Ruth (EMERSON) 
WALKER JALBERT. 

A farmer’s wife, she worked as a cook at Kennard 
Elementary and Knightstown school system for 10 years. 
Eileen was an avid genealogist and co-wrote 2 books about 
Kennard and Greensboro Township. She served on the board of directors for the Henry County 
Heart Society and she was an active member of Shirley, Wilkinson and New Castle Order of the 
Eastern Star. Eileen was a long time member of Locust Grove Homemakers Club and an active 
member of Knightstown United Methodist Church and First United Methodist Church in New 
Castle. She was a member of the Farm Bureau and was a former member and leader for Henry 
County 4-H for many years. Eileen was both a gifted tailor and an active servant of the 
community. 

She is survived by 5 children, Marsha BARNARD of New Castle, Nancy HARROLD of 
Noblesville, Peggy MUNCY of Indianapolis, Duane (Belinda) KISSICK of Knightstown and 
Marilyn (Tony) COX of Osgood, 15 grandchildren, 48 great-grandchildren and 3 great-great 
grandchildren, half sister, Pat POLAND of CA. A very special cousin, Clarence (Larue) 
EMERSON. 

In addition to her parents, she is preceded in death by her first husband, Kash KISSICK, Jr. 
and second husband, Fred MURRY, brother, Gordon WALKER; sister, Juanita WALKER and 
half brother, Michael WALKER and a very special aunt and uncle, Emma COOL and Ivan 
EMERSON. 

Services will be at 10:30 a.m. Saturday, December 15, 2018 at the First United Methodist 
Church in New Castle with Pastor Tom McGILLIARD officiating. Burial will follow in Glen 
Cove Cemetery in Knightstown. Visitation will be from 5-8 p.m. Friday, December 14 at 
Hinsey-Brown Funeral Service in New Castle with Eastern Star services being held at 7:30 p.m. 
Memorial contributions may be sent to Henry County Heart Society, PO Box 490, New Castle, 
IN 47362. You may express condolence or share a memory of Eileen at www.hinsey- 
brown.com. 


Obituaries — Continued 


Dena “Jane” Gilchrist 
Daughter of Joy L. DeFazio 


Dena “Jane” GILCHRIST, 54, of Stonewood, passed away after a brief illness on Friday, March 
8, 2019 at her daughter’s house surrounded by loving family and under the compassionate care 
of WV Hospice. She was a local fiber artist and weaver and the owner of Loomyladi 
Handwoven Studio in Stonewood. 

She was born in Barberton, OH on March 5, 1965 the daughter of Joy GREGOIRE 
DEFAZIO of Stonewood and the late Charles H. GILCHRIST, co-founders of HCPD.. 

: Jane treasured her time spent with her mother, Joy DEFAZIO 
and step father, John, of Stonewood; two children: Jeaneth BOYER 
MAXWELL and husband, Steven, and Stephen “Charlie” BOYER 
both of Weston; two step children who she raised as her own: 
Dorsel BOYER, Barbara LARRISON and their families; two 
grandchildren: Nicholas and Robert MAXWELL; four siblings: 
Jene GILCHRIST and wife, Wendy, of Ladson, SC, Joe 
GILCHRIST of Goose Creek, SC, Mark GILCHRIST of 
Columbus, OH, and Mike GILCHRIST of Mansfield, OH; and one 
step sister, Cynthia DEFAZIO. 

In addition to her father, Jane was preceded in death by three 
grandparents: Samuel V. and Esther GILCHRIST, and Vivian 
WINEMILLER ROLLINS. 

A graduate of Fairmont State University with a B.S. degree in 
Folk Life Studies and a master's degree in education, she was also a licensed auctioneer and a 
storyteller who focused on West Virginia folklife. Jane enjoyed teaching and sharing her 
spinning and weaving skills at various festivals in West Virginia and other locales. She liked to 
travel and was often accompanied by her business partner Bruce BANNERMAN of Culloden, 
WV and, on occasion, by her mentor and friend, Julia E. BRAGG of Weston. Among her special 
memories were her trips to Barbados and Eastern Europe. Jane was recently featured on WV 
Public Radio for her life’s accomplishments. The article can be _ found 
athttp://www.wvpublic.org/post/making-living-traditional-weaver-appalachia#stream/0. 

In lieu of flowers, donations may be made to the Frank & Jane GABOR West Virginia 
Folklife Center. Donations should be mailed to: 1201 Locust Avenue, Fairmont, WV 26554. 

Jane’s request for cremation was honored and a Celebration of Life Service in Jane’s honor 
was held at the Mountain State Building-Jackson’s Mill from 2-6 p.m. on Saturday, April 6, 
2019 with Reverend Nathan LINGER presiding. The service was followed by a dove release 
reminiscent of our flight to Heaven after our passing. 

The Pat Boyle Funeral Home and Cremation Service located at 144 Hackers Creek Rd. in 


Z 


Jane Lew is honored and privileged to serve the family of Dena “Jane” GIICHRIST. 


Obituaries — Continued 


MAGGIE UANNIE ROBINSON WILLIAMS 
Mother of Cary L. WILLIAMS 


Maggie Uannie (ROBISON) WILLIAMS, 90, of Jane Lew passed away on Tuesday, April 
25, 2019 in United Hospital Center of Bridgeport, WV following an extended illness. She was 
born February 13, 1929 on Salt Lick in Braxton County: daughter of James Dawson ROBISON 
and Anna Marie (HARPER) ROBISON. On April 7, 1950, she married Harold Fredrick “Fred” 
WILLIAMS who preceded her in death August 19, 1997. 

Maggie leaves behind a daughter: Diane Frances “WILLIAMS” MCHENRY and husband 
John of Jane Lew, WV; granddaughter: Michelle R. “McHenry” PALMER and husband Steven 
of Buckhannon Run, WV, three great grandchildren: Adam S. CARPENTER, Logan H. 
CARPENTER and Lauren E. CARPENTER and one great great granddaughter: Penelope Lea 
CARPENTER; one son: Cary Lee WILLIAMS and wife Donna M. of Weston; and grandson: 
Cary Andrew “Andy” WILLIAMS and wife Melissa H. (COLE) WILLIAMS of Berlin, WV 
and a sister: Mary GILLESPIE of Burnsville and a brother: Herbert D. ROBISON of Akron, 
Ohio and sister-in-law: Erie B. ROBISON and a special granddaughter: Julia (MINNICH) 
STEWART. She was preceded in death by nine brothers and three sisters. 

Mrs. WILLIAMS was a homemaker and glassworker with Colonial Glass Company for 
several years. She was a member of the Rebekah Lodge of Roanoke and Lightburn, WV and a 
life- long member of the Methodist Church. She loved to camp and drive through West Virginia. 
Maggie enjoyed spending time with her family and cooking for them. She will be missed by her 
nieces and nephews and everyone whose life she touched. 

At Maggie’s request, a graveside service will be held on Saturday, April 27, 2019 in the Paul 
T. Mitchell Cemetery of Roanoke, WV at 4:00 p.m. with Reverend Ronzell ROBERTS 
officiating. Interment will follow services in the family plot at Mitchell Cemetery. In lieu of 
flowers donations may be made to Hardman-Paletti Funeral Home P.O. Box 1287 Weston, WV 
26452 for her funeral expenses. On-line condolences and life stories in memory of Maggie may 
be expressed at hardman-palettifuneralhome.com. 


Obituaries — Continued 


Dr. Harold E. Wilson 


Dr. Harold E. Wilson, 91, of Cuyahoga Falls, passed away peacefully at home on March 2, 
2019. 


Dr. Wilson was born on May 22, 1927 in East Liverpool, Ohio, son of the late Edwin and Helen 
Wilson. He served in the U.S. Navy during WW II and continued his military service in the 
Naval Reserve until his retirement as Captain in 1987. Dr. Wilson received his BS, MEd and his 
PHD in Educational Administration from The Ohio State University. He began his career as a 
teacher and coach in Chillicothe, OH and finished his public school service as the Superintendent 
of the Cuyahoga Falls Schools from 1964-1987. He served as Professor and Department Chair of 
Leadership and Higher Education at Appalachian State University. He was a Professor and 
Interim Director, Doctoral Program at Ashland University until his retirement in 2018. Dr. 
Wilson was a contributing author to many books and professional journals and was a recipient of 
numerous awards for Distinguished Service. He participated in three significant research 
projects. His most significant professional accomplishment was leading the efforts to enact 
national legislation to require that public school districts provide appropriate education to 
students with special needs (P.L. 94-142, 1974). Dr. Wilson was actively engaged in educating 
students and served on numerous local, state and national organizations. 


Dr. Wilson was preceded in death by his wife, Mary Frances Wilson; former wife, Delores 
Wilson; son, David Wilson, and daughter, Diane (Earl) Arnold. 


He will be dearly missed by his family including sons, Daniel (Sandy) Wilson of Pepper Pike, 
OH and Andrew (Jeanne) Wilson; daughter, Erica Wilson; grandchildren, Earl Arnold, Bradley 
Arnold, Daniel (Holli) Wilson II of Pepper Pike, OH, Matthew (Emily) Wilson of Owings Mills, 
MD, Jack Wilson, Samuel Wilson, Isabella Wilson, Brett (Megan) Wilson, Patrick (Brooke) 
Wilson of MI, Christopher (Shellie) Wilson of Chattanooga, TN and Lucas Wilson; and great- 
grandchildren, Robert "Bo" Wilson and Lincoln Wilson. 


Family and friends are welcome for visitation from 4-7 pm on Friday, March 8, 2019 at Clifford- 
Shoemaker Funeral Home, 1930 Front St., Cuyahoga Falls, OH 44221. A memorial service will 
be held at 11 am on Saturday, March 9, 2019 at St. John's Episcopal Church, 2220 2nd St., 
Cuyahoga Falls, OH 44221 with Military Honors to be rendered. He will be laid to rest with his 
parents in East Liverpool, OH and per his request, burial at sea will take place in honor of his 
decorated military service. 


In lieu of other remembrances memorials may be made to the Harold E. Wilson Scholarship 
Fund in care of the Cuyahoga Falls School Foundation, 431 Stow Ave., Cuyahoga Falls, OH 
44221. Dr. Wilson was very proud of having created the first K-12 Ohio Educational Foundation 
during his tenure as Superintendent. Services entrusted to Clifford-Shoemaker Funeral Home and 
Crematory, 330-928-2147. 


Obituaries — Continued 


Leota “Marlene” Tenney 


Age 71, of Buckhannon, WV, went to be with her loving husband on Monday, January 14, 2019 
at her home under the compassionate care of WVU Medicine Hospice following an extended 
illness. 


She was born February 7, 1947 in Buckhannon, WV, a daughter of the late Floyd and Leota 
Margaret Rowan Holden. 


She was preceded in death by her husband, Burt Eugene “Fuzzy” Tenney; and two sisters: 
Dorothy and Gretta Holden. 


Survivors include her two children: Rejeana Smith and husband, Matt, of Buckhannon, Marlin 
“Bo” Eugene Tenney of Weston, WV; grandchildren: Rusty Eugene Neal of Clarksburg, WV; 
Dramica Neal of Weston, Satasha Young and husband, Joshua, of Ketchikan, AK, Trevor and 
Trenton Tenney both of Weston, WV; Elizabeth Eagle of Buckhannon, William Smith of 
Clarksburg, and Joshua Schulte of Buckhannon; great-grandchildren: Leota and Winter Wells, 
Eli, Braiden and Brandon Ferrell and Josia MacaBee. 


Marlene was employed by Weston State Hospital and William R. Sharpe, Jr. Hospital with over 
20 years of service. She was also a support group member for Ellamore Fire Department. 
Marlene loved her grandchildren dearly and her satiric personality will be truly missed by all her 
family. She also enjoyed knitting, nature, and especially going to Festival Friday’s to listen to 
Ryan Cain and the Ables. 


Family and Friends will gather at the Tomblyn-Clutter Funeral & Cremation located at 21 Elnora 
Circle in Buckhannon from 11:00 AM to 1:00 PM on Saturday, January 19, 2019. 


Funeral services will be held at 1:00 PM with Burl J. Smith officiating. 
Interment will follow in the Bailey Ridge Cemetery. 


Tomblyn-Clutter Funeral & Cremation is honored and privileged to serve the Tenney family. 


Obituaries — Continued 


Doris Mae Radabaugh 


Doris Mae Radabaugh of Parkersburg, West Virginia, passed away February 9, 2019 at 
Camden Clark Memorial Hospital. 

She was born December 26, 1942 at Dekalb, Gilmer County, West Virginia, the daughter 
of the late Oren and Evelyn Davis Radabaugh. 

Doris is survived by sister Mary Radabaugh, brother Roy (Jane), sister-in-law Willadean 
C. Radabaugh, nephew Craig (Melissa), niece Marcia (Philip Mahone), great nephew Justin 
(Jessica), great-nieces Ashley, Brooke (Tim), and Kylee, great-great-nephews Jayden, Jordan, 
Landon, and Chase, and great-great nieces Jaelyn and Jaselyn, and twelve first cousins. She was 
proceeded in death by her brother Robert Fred Radabaugh in 2016. 

Miss Radabaugh was a 1960 graduate of Tanner High School in Gilmer County. She 
earned a Bachelor of Arts in Business Education from Glenville State College and a Master's in 
Education from West Virginia University. Doris was a business education teacher at Parkersburg 
High School for thirty-four years. During her tenure she served as Business Department Chair. 
She was a member and past president of Delta Kappa Gamma, West Virginia Delta Chapter, a 
professional society for women educators. Doris was a member and former treasurer of Union 
Valley Baptist Church. 

A genealogist; Doris and her sister Mary compiled and published a four volume Census 
of Cemeteries of Gilmer County: The Descendants of Benjamin Radabaugh; The families of 
Ephraim and Maria Conger Davis and Robert and Sarah Jane McCray Whiting. She edited The 
Cronology of the Descendants of John and Elizabeth Richards Beall compiled by the late Dr. 
James Woofter. 

Doris and Mary were presented the 2018 John and Margaret Hacker Award by the 
Hacker's Creek Pioneer Descendants Inc. of Horner, West Virginia for their contributions to the 
Central West Virginia Genealogy and History Library. 

Doris enjoyed spending time and hosting gatherings of family and friends at The Farm on 
Lower Cedar Creek in Gilmer County. 

There will be no visitation. A private graveside service will be at the convenience of the 
family with Pastor Bill Law officiating. Interment will be in the Pisgah Church Cemetery west of 
Glenville, West Virginia. 

In lieu of flowers, memorial gifts may be made to: Union Valley Baptist Church, 3349 
Old St. Mary's Pike, Parkersburg, WV 26104, Tanner High School Alumni Association 
Scholarship Fund, PO Box 12, Glenville, WV 26351, or The Humane Society of Parkersburg, 
PO Box 392, Parkersburg, WV 26102 
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PETER C. MUSSER 
19" CENTURY LEWIS COUNTY COUNTRY DOCTOR 


By Dwight MUSSER 


Sometime before 1859, a small group of horse-drawn wagons departed from 
Somerset County in southwestern Pennsylvania. Hundreds of earlier settlers along 
with more hundreds of newer immigrants from Europe were on the move westward 
where vast tracts of land, now relatively safe from Indian menace, beckoned. This 
particular wagon train was, however, headed south. 

Although most in this group had German surnames, they had mostly forgotten 
the tongue of their ancestors who had come to America only three generations ago. 
Peter Croner MUSSER’s family consisted of his wife, Sarah (KIMMEL), and four 
young children. Also in the group was his brother, Tobias MUSSER, Jr. and his 
young family. 

Peter’s sister, Mary, who had married Benjamin BEEGHLEY, may have also 
been in the caravan. Unfortunately, we have no contemporary account of the journey. 
We only know some facts from records of births, deaths and marriages, that they were 
in Somerset County, Pennsylvania, and were later living on the upper reaches of the 
West Fork River in northwestern Virginia. 

As the crow flies, it was only about 120 miles to their destination. We do not 
know their travel route but it was certainly much farther than that. They were west of 
the highest Allegheny Mountains but the terrain was nevertheless rugged. What could 
generously be called roads would have been little more than dirt paths. If they had 
gone west, they would have reached the Monongahela River and might have followed 
it upstream (south) to where it originates when the West Fork River joins the Tygart 
Valley River (Fairmont today). By continuing southwest up the West Fork, they 
would have reached their destination. 

Although the Monongahela River had been used for transportation by explorers 
and pioneer settlers since early times, it’s not certain that any wagon roads generally 
paralleled the river. The MUSSER party may have taken a more indirect overland 
route. In either case, the terrain would have been challenging and heavily forested. 
There were probably places where they would literally be helping to make the road 
wide enough for wagons where only human feet and animal hooves had worn a trail. 
Any stream crossing would have been problematic as bridges were a rarity. They were 
by no means the first white settlers in Northwestern Virginia but the fact remains that 
dangers and difficulties were present. 

Taking risks to seek opportunity for a better life was not new to the MUSSER 
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clan. Peter’s great-grandfather had fled political and religious turmoil in Europe’s 
Rhine River Valley and had cross the Atlantic Ocean to make a fresh start in the new 
World. Hans (MOSER) John (MUSSER) was aboard the ship “Molly” that had 
sailed up the Delaware River to dock at the port of Philadelphia on September 30, 
1727. Most of the 73 passengers were “Mennonite Palatine Men.” Palatine is a 
generic name for most German-speakers coming in large numbers from the Rhine 
River Valley. Although the map of Europe was very different then, they were from 
what is today Germany and Switzerland. Some accounts say Hans MOSER was 
Swiss. 

In 1734, Hans MOSER was deeded a 318 acre tract of land that later comprised 
the southeastern quadrant of Lancaster City in Lancaster County, some 60 miles west 
of Philadelphia. At a time when log houses were the norm, Hans erected a sturdy stone 
house near the center of the property. The MUSSER stone house became a local 
landmark and stood until 1960. When Hans died in 1752, his property was divided 
among his sons. One son, John MUSSER, joined the constant westward migration by 
crossing the Allegheny Mountains in a proverbial covered wagon to settle in Somerset 
County. His son, Tobias, was the father of Peter Croner MUSSER who was born there 
in 1826. 

The story of this particular family of MUSSER is consistent with what was 
happening generally throughout Pennsylvania at the time. Earlier immigrants first 
took up land just west of Philadelphia. As their families grew and more 
immigrants were arriving, the pressure for more land pushed the frontier steadily 
westward. As Pennsylvania “filled up” settlers also looked to the south where 
areas of Virginia had experienced much less population growth. Thus, while the 
greatest movement of people was to the west, significant numbers were 
simultaneously moving south. Peter MUSSER was among those who chose to 
risk his family’s fortunes by going to the relatively remote lands along the 
upper West Fork River. 

The goal of his journey was the area of what we know today as northern 

Lewis County and southern Harrison County in West Virginia. The gently 
rolling hills were drained by creeks and runs that empty into the West Fork 
River. Some modern place names in the general area are Lightburn, Broad 
Run, Jackson’s Mill and Jane Lew. Weston was the nearest small town. 
Clarksburg was several miles more distant. 
Peter C. MUSSER had come to the sparsely settled but growing rural 
community to practice medicine. Some accounts describe Dr. MUSSER as a 
“pioneer.” He was not a pioneer in the sense of being one of the earliests 
inhabitants. He was a pioneer when it came to practicing medicine. Dr. MUSSER 
was a pioneer in the sense of establishing a school-trained medical practice in an area that had 
heretofore relied on folk remedies and superstition. 

In some ways, Dr. MUSSER’s home and office was a focal point of the community. In 
addition to ambulatory patients, there are stories of patients staying for more extended treatment. 
They would, of course, have to find room and board with the doctor. 

The Lewis County census for 1880 shows a household consisting of Peter MUSSER, 
physician, his (second) wife, Elizabeth (BOND) MUSSER, and three children from 16 to 22 
years of age. In addition, there was an eight-year-old white female (“taken in” for some 
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reason?), a 26 -year-old white male boarder-medical student and a 39-yea- old sister-in-law. 

Dr. MUSSER’s involvement in the community extended beyond his medical practice. 
The 1880 census lists his two at-home sons as farmers suggesting the family was involved in 
farming as was nearly everybody including other professionals like ministers, teachers, lawyers, 
etc. 

Dr. MUSSER was a leader in establishing a Church of the Brethren (Dunkard) 
congregation at Musserville. A church building was constructed for worship services. The 
denomination, also called German Baptist, has a long history with many congregations 
throughout the United States. They grew out of the Reformation but were often at odds with 
state churches that compelled conformity. Their rites of foot-washing and baptism by immersion 
three times facing forward were viewed as somewhat amusing by other Protestant 
denominations. 

The “Old Dunkard Church” at Musserville did not survive. The building was dismantled 
and the “wide poplar boards” were recycled throughout the community. The MUSSERs 
gravitated to the Broad Run Baptist Church located a few miles away. Upon his death in 1906, 
Dr. MUSSER was buried at the Broad Run Cemetery where members of his immediate family 
are interred along with many of his descendants. 

It is of interest to note that two prominent Civil War generals came from the community 
of Dr. MUSSER’s activity. Did he know Thomas J. “Stonewall” JACKSON (Confederate) and 
Joseph A. J. LIGHTBURN (Union)? When JACKSON left the community to attend West 
Point Military Academy, he never again lived there. While Dr. MUSSER certainly knew 
members of the several JACKSON families, it is highly unlikely he ever met “Stonewall.” 

Dr. MUSSER definitely knew Joseph LIGHTBURN. They were practically neighbors 
and had community, religious and profession contacts. When Dr. MUSSER’s son, James 
Quinter, married Rosa BAILEY in 1884, the former General LIGHTBURN, now a Baptist 
minister, performed the ceremony. When LIGHTBURN died in the spring of 1901, his friend 
and personal physician, Dr. P. C. MUSSER, was at his bedside along with the family. 

Unfortunately, Dr. MUSSER left no diary or personal papers that we know of. We are 
fortunate, however, to have certain artifacts and several photographs. He apparently enjoyed 
having his picture made by the different emerging photographic processes. 

Dr. MUSSER compounded and bottled a preparation he called CURE OIL. We have 
some of the original printed labels and the formula. Reading the label today routinely evokes 
laughter, although it was typical of similar products of its day. In my lifetime, Dr. MUSSER’s 
son, my grandfather, would periodically “brew up a batch” for family use. It smelled much of 
turpentine, but we applied it to cuts and sores with satisfying results. 

Dr. MUSSER’s home place in Musserville today, considered North Lightburn, is 
presently owned by the BEEGHLEY family. Some years ago, Hobart BEEGHLEY, chanced 
upon a cache of interesting old bottled that had lain undisturbed in a barn for over a hundred 
years. They were custom made large medicine bottles with lettering molded into the sides. They 
read: “P. C. MUSSER’S SALT TONIC.” Apparently, he did not complete this project and use 
the bottles. Mr. BEEGHLEY graciously distributed the bottles to MUSSER descendants 
and we treasure them highly. “Alt” is a German word meaning “old.” This was perhaps one of a 
very small number of German words he knew. His children only knew one or two. 

When Peter C. MUSSER left his elderly parents in Pennsylvania to make his journey 
south, the break was substantial. Transportation being as primitive as it was, it is unlikely that 
any visitation ever took place. His children has some contact with their cousins in Somerset 
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County, at least by mail; but these ceased with the next generation. His descendants were firmly 
rooted in West Virginia and they took their places in professional pursuits and as exemplary 
ordinary citizens. 

It was said of country doctors that they were loved by all yet paid by few. This was true 
of Dr. P. C. MUSSER. He was unknown outside of one small rural community. His name will 
not be found in any general histories of West Virginia. His legacy resides in the service he 
rendered to his patients, which no doubt included the delivery of many babies. In spite of the 
limited state of medical knowledge in his time, he helped to make one community more civilized 
and enhanced the standard of living there. 

In a more personal way, his legacy extends to his progeny who continue to thrive and to 
contribute to society in West Virginia and far beyond. 


Dr. MUSSER was accepting a challenge nearly unimaginable today. He was on his own. 
There were not laboratories to do blood analysis, no x-ray equipment, not specialists, not 
hospitals and no pharmacies, yet he was expected to take every case that presented itself. He 
was expected to make house calls — day or night — in all kinds of weather. 

For many people, he was the only available physician within miles. He was obliged to 
prepare and dispense his own medications. Much of what he did would be considered sub- 
standard practice today, but for some 40 years, he was considered a valuable asset and a highly 
respected member of the community. 

According to Lewis County death records, Dr. MUSSER died at the age of eighty-one 
years on 29 November 1906 in Lewis County. 

Dr. MUSSER’s home and small office building are still standing, albeit just barely, in 
what was once called Musserville. It was only a hamlet a mile or so down the river from 
Lightburn. At one time there was a one-room school and a church there. In the early 1900’s, a 
country store business was established but the small community could not sustain it. 


HOW TO LIVE 102 YEARS 
By Michael GARTNER 


“A beautiful story with a lot of truth. Long, but very enjoyable. This is a wonderful piece by 
Michael GARTNER, editor of newspapers large and small. In 1997, he won the Pulitzer Prize 
for editorial writing. It is well worth reading, and a few good chuckles are guaranteed.” 


Editor’s note: I ran across this wonderful story about living a long life and decided to share it 
with our members. The author’s father, Mr. GARTNER, was a newspaperman in Des Moines, 
IA, increased my interest in the story, mostly because I spent many childhood summers and 
some of my college years in the land where the tall corn grows. I worked in store just down the 
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street from the Register-Tribune building and attended Drake University there for a time. It’s 
possible my paths may have crossed with the GARTNERs at some time.or the other. I hope you 
enjoy this story as much as I did. 


My father never drove a car. Well, that's not quite right. I should say I never saw him 
drive a car. He quit driving in 1927, when he was 25 years old, and the last car he drove was a 
1926 Whippet. 

"In those days," he told me when he was in his 90s, "to drive a car you had to do things 
with your hands, and do things with your feet, and look every which way, and I decided you 
could walk through life and enjoy it or drive through life and miss it." At which point my 
mother, a sometimes salty Irishwoman, chimed in: "Oh, bull----! she said. "He hit a horse." 

"Well," my father said, "there was that, too." So my brother and I grew up ina 
household without a car. 

The neighbors all had cars -- the KOLLINSEE’s next door had a green 1941 Dodge, the 
VAN LANINGHAM’s across the street a gray 1936 Plymouth, the Hopson's two doors down a 
black 1941 Ford -- but we had none. 

My father, a newspaperman in Des Moines , would take the streetcar to work and, often 
as not, walk the 3 miles home. If he took the streetcar home, my mother and brother and I would 
walk the three blocks to the streetcar stop, meet him and walk home together. 

My brother, David, was born in 1935, and I was born in 1938, and sometimes, at dinner, 
we'd ask how come all the neighbors had cars but we had none. "No one in the family drives," 
my mother would explain, and that was that. 

But, sometimes, my father would say, "But as soon as one of you boys turns 16, we'll get 
one." It was as if he wasn't sure which one of us would turn 16 first. But, sure enough, my 
brother turned 16 before I did, so in 1951 my parents bought a used 1950 Chevrolet from a friend 
who ran the parts department at a Chevy dealership downtown. 

It was a four-door, white model, stick shift, fender skirts, loaded with everything, and, 
since my parents didn't drive, it more or less became my brother's car. Having a car but not being 
able to drive didn't bother my father, but it didn't make sense to my mother. 

So in 1952, when she was 43 years old, she asked a friend to teach her to drive. She 
learned in a nearby cemetery, the place where I learned to drive the following year and where, a 
generation later, I took my two sons to practice driving. The cemetery probably was my father's 
idea. "Who can your mother hurt in the cemetery?" I remember him saying more than once. For 
the next 45 years or so, until she was 90, my mother was the driver in the family. Neither she nor 
my father had any sense of direction, but he loaded up on maps -- though they seldom left the 
city limits -- and appointed himself navigator. It seemed to work. Still, they both continued to 
walk a lot. My mother was a devout Catholic, and my father an equally devout agnostic, an 
arrangement that didn't seem to bother either of them through their 75 years of marriage. 

(Yes, 75 years, and they were deeply in love the entire time.) He retired when he was 
70, and nearly every morning for the next 20 years or so, he would walk with her the mile to St. 
Augustin's Church She would walk down and sit in the front pew, and he would wait in the back 
until he saw which of the parish's two priests was on duty that morning. If it was the pastor, my 
father then would go out and take a 2-mile walk, meeting my mother at the end of the service and 
walking her home. _ If it was the assistant pastor, he'd take just a 1-mile walk and then head back 
to the church. He called the priests "Father Fast" and "Father Slow." After he retired, my father 
almost always accompanied my mother whenever she drove anywhere, even if he had no reason 
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to go along. If she were going to the beauty parlor, he'd sit in the car and read, or go take a stroll 
or, if it was summer, have her keep the engine running so he could listen to the Cubs game on the 
radio. In the evening, then, when I'd stop by, he'd explain: "The Cubs lost again. The millionaire 
on second base made a bad throw to the millionaire on first base, so the multimillionaire on third 
base scored." 

If she were going to the grocery store, he would go along to carry the bags out -- and to 
make sure she loaded up on ice cream. As I said, he was always the navigator, and once, when he 
was 95 and she was 88 and still driving, he said to me, "Do you want to know the secret of a long 
life?" "I guess so," I said, knowing it probably would be something bizarre. 

"No left turns,” he said. 

"What?" T asked. 

"No left turns,” he repeated. "Several years ago, your mother and I read an article that 
said most accidents that old people are in happen when they turn left in front of oncoming 
traffic. As you get older, your eyesight worsens, and you can lose your depth perception, it 
said. So your mother and I decided never again to make a left turn." 

"What?" I said again. 

"No left turns," he said. "Think about it Three rights are the same as a left, and that's a lot 
safer. So we always make three rights." 

"You're kidding!" I said, and I turned to my mother for support. "No," she said, "your 
father is right. We make three rights. It works." But then she added: "Except when your father 
loses count." I was driving at the time, and I almost drove off the road as I started laughing. 

"Loses count?" I asked. 

"Yes," my father admitted, "that sometimes happens. But it's not a problem. You just 
make seven rights, and you're okay again." 

I couldn't resist. "Do you ever go for 11?" I asked. 

"No," he said " If we miss it at seven, we just come home and call it a bad day. Besides, 
nothing in life is so important it can't be put off another day or another week." 

My mother was never in an accident, but one evening she handed me her car keys and 
said she had decided to quit driving. That was in 1999, when she was 90. She lived four more 
years, until 2003. My father died the next year, at 102. They both died in the bungalow they 
had moved into in 1937 and bought a few years later for $3,000. (Sixty years later, my brother 
and I paid $8,000 to have a shower put in the tiny bathroom -- the house had never had one. My 
father would have died then and there if he knew the shower cost nearly three times what he paid 
for the house.) 

He continued to walk daily -- he had me get him a treadmill when he was 101 because he 
was afraid he'd fall on the icy sidewalks but wanted to keep exercising -- and he was of sound 
mind and sound body until the moment he died. 

One September afternoon in 2004, he and my son went with me when I had to give a talk 
in a neighboring town, and it was clear to all three of us that he was wearing out, though we had 
the usual wide-ranging conversation about politics and newspapers and things in the news. 

A few weeks earlier, he had told my son, "You know, Mike, the first hundred years are a 
lot easier than the second hundred.." At one point in our drive that Saturday, he said, "You 
know, I'm probably not going to live much longer." 

"You're probably right," I said. 

"Why would you say that?" He countered, somewhat irritated. 

"Because you're 102 years old," I said.. 
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"Yes," he said, "you're right." 

He stayed in bed all the next day. 

That night, I suggested to my son and daughter that we sit up with him through the night. 

He appreciated it, he said, though at one point, apparently seeing us look gloomy, he said: 
"I would like to make an announcement. No one in this room is dead yet." 

An hour or so later, he spoke his last words: "I want you to know," he said, clearly and 
lucidly, "that Iam in no pain. I am very comfortable. And I have had as happy a life as anyone 
on this earth could ever have." 

A short time later, he died. 

I miss him a lot, and I think about him a lot. I've wondered now and then how it was that 
my family and I were so lucky that he lived so long. 

I can't figure out if it was because he walked through life, or because he quit taking "left 
turns." 

Life is too short to wake up with regrets. 

So love the people who treat you right. Forget about the one's who don't. Believe 
everything happens for a reason. If you get a chance, take it & if it changes your life, let it. 
Nobody said life would be easy, they just promised it would most likely be worth it." 


ENJOY LIFE NOW - IT HAS AN EXPIRATION DATE! 


DES MOINES - Carl GARTNER, a longtime editor at The Des Moines Register and The Des 
Moines Tribune, died Wednesday of heart failure at his Des Moines home. 

He was 102. GARTNER is the father of Michael GARTNER, a former Register editor, 
president of NBC News and owner of the Iowa Cubs baseball team. 

"He was a gentle, kind, funny man, and was probably among the best two or three writers 
to have worked at the Register and Tribune," Michael GARTNER said of his father. 

Carl GARTNER’s wife of 75 years, Mary, known as Margie, died last year at 94. Besides 
Michael GARTNER, he is survived by another son, David. 

Carl GARTNER spent a half-century working at newspapers in Des Moines and 
Waterloo before retiring in 1972. His career included stints at the Tribune, where he was a copy 
editor, city desk editor and reporter, and with the Register, where he edited a Sunday picture 
section and became the first editor of Picture Magazine, a Sunday supplement started in 1950. 
He edited the magazine for 22 years. 

Pictures included glamour shots of Hollywood actresses, aerial photographs of Iowa 
towns, feature articles, and a once-a-year double-page spread in color on the birds of the state. 

While Gartner's writing rarely appeared under a byline, his occasional feature stories for 
the Tribune were often clipped and saved by other staffers who admired his work. He also wrote 
some 50 poems about animals to accompany photos in Picture. 


Gartner was born in Quincy, Ill., the son of a master machinist at a manufacturing plant. 
He attended the University of Missouri journalism school but left after three years, when he ran 
out of money. In 1993, the school gave him credit for his years of work experience and awarded 
him a degree. 
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SHOP IN BRAXTON COUNTY INVOKES SPECIAL 


MEMORIES FOR HCPD MEMBER, 
by Jennifer BROADSTREET HESS* 


The Old Fashioned soda fountain at the Drug 
store, in Howard, Kansashas so many wonderful 
memories for me as a child. 

Whether I was ordering an authentic Cherry or 
Vanilla Cola, a root beer float or a banana split, there 
was something special about that time spent with my 
father. He was a music teacher at the high school. 

After riding the bus from the nearby town of 
-1 Moline , my brother and I would be dropped off at the 
M@ high school in our own home town We would sit and 
wait for an hour while my father, Lane, gave music 
lessons to a boy learning to play his trumpet. 

My brother, Doug, and I would somehow 
manage to sit still in the hallway while listening to the 
shrill notes being played out of the kid's horn, note by 


Finally, the lessons were over and my dad would load us into his old station wagon and 
we would ride to the downtown pharmacy for our weekly family time. Fifty two cents could go a 
long way back in the early 1980's for a treat! 

My brother and I would spin on the bright red, leather stools and gaze at our reflections in 
the large mirrors, with all the colorful candies carefully arranged on the upper shelf of the 
counter. 

My dad has been gone for 12 years now, and that old soda fountain is still there, 
miraculously. I love to take my own kids back there once in awhile, and tell them stories of these 
cherished times with family. This picture I took in downtown Sutton, WV, two years ago, while 
doing family ancestry research with my daughter, reminds me of those good ole days... 


*Family from Braxton County, WV (MCCOY, MULLOHAN Family on my father's mother's 

side) 

MEET OUR NEIGHBOR, 
MR. GROUNDHOG 
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by Jennifer BROADSTREET HESS 


Meet my newest neighbor, Mr. Groundhog. We noticed him one afternoon in late 
summer, happily sunning himself, on the side porch, of the abandoned house behind us. Every 
day he would happily bask in the sun for a while, and then saunter down the porch steps to the 
thick foliage, growing around the house, for his daily nutrition. My husband, children and I 
enjoyed one another’s daily reports of Mr. Groundhog’s antics.. and whereabouts. He was so 
tame that when I went into the backyard to work in my garden, he would just sit and watch me, 
as if I was the entertainment for the day! 

Sadly one day, as I approached the backyard, I noticed that Mr. Groundhog had begun 
digging around our home’s foundation. After some research, we decided that it was best if we 
capture Mr. Groundhog and move him to a safe location outside of our small town’s city limits. 
With some peanut butter toast, and use of a friend’s live animal trap, we were able to safely 
capture him. My husband 
wanted to make sure he 
wasn’t going to go hungry, 
and fed him several more 
pieces of peanut butter toast 
before I got home from work 
that evening. 

My _ husband, three 
children, and I had grown 
used to our mischievous, 
furry neighbor and _ each 
family member had to say 
their goodbyes. Word of our 
groundhog had ___ spread 
throughout the town and a lot 
of our neighbors and friends 
wanted to meet him and say their goodbyes, as well, before we set out for the rural area of 
Marion County to set him free. 

I am happy to say that we found him a cozy new home in some countryside, nestled 
beside the river that runs just north of town. Once in a awhile when I’m driving down that back 
road, I look out and wonder if Mr. Groundhog has a family now, or what he is up to; or if he may 
find his way back to that old sun porch behind us someday in the future. 
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Research Trip to Richmond, Virginia 
April 23-25, 2003 
by Joyce CHAMBERS 


x e 1 - - a _ = = a se os eee eee 2S 
Se a ee ee ee Ne ee Dirt er cae Ma ~$tik 


Ready to research: Back row: Julia Bragg, Erseline Rumbach, Helen Leeper, Edna 


Britton, Joy Stalnaker, Liz Davis. Seated Nettie Gregory. Joyce Chambers, not 
pictured, was the photographer. 


On a cool, but sunny morning on Wednesday, April 23, 2003, nine ladies left the Central 


West Virginia Genealogy & History Library in Horner, West Virginia for a three day trek to 
Richmond, Virginia with the main goal of doing family research. 


The plan was for all to meet at the Library and leave at 8:30 a.m. It was 8:25 a.m. and Edna 


Britton hadn’t arrived coming from Preston County. Julia BRAGG said, “Well, she has 5 
minutes!’ Edna came at 8:31 and we were ready to go at 8:40! 
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We packed up our rental van (15 passenger) from Weston Ford which we were so very 
fortunate to have since Joy hadn’t verified getting it ‘til an hour before we were to pick it up the 
day before! That’s Joy! 

As we started out, we went around the van and introduced ourselves. The nine ladies were: 
Julia BRAGG from Weston, West Virginia, Edna BRITTON from Terra Alta, West Virginia, 
Joyce CHAMBERS from South Bend, Indiana, Helen FEST from Bridgeport, West Virginia, 
Nettie GREGORY of Ireland, West Virginia, Liz DAVIS of Clarksburg, West Virginia, Helen 
LEEPER from Uhrichsville, Ohio, Erseline RUMBACH of Jane Lew, West Virginia, and the 
“leader” of the group, Joy STALNAKER' of Horner, West Virginia. 

Route 33 led us to our first stop- yes, for a restroom/breakfast break- Hardees in Elkins! They 
ran out of biscuits! 

As Joy drove everybody was doing a project. Julia was busy knitting a head band and of 
course that brought on a discussion of “what kind of yarn?”, “what stitches do I use?” Erseline 
chose to look through the box of photos HCPD acquired from glass negatives. Joy advised if any 
of us could identify the photo to write the information on the back with pencil. Joy had brought 
along HCPD brochures to fold, so I worked on those. 

“Erseline must have gotten a Senior discount for her breakfast!” 

“How old do you have to be?” 

“Older than me!” 

Oh, the discussion a group of ladies have! 

Shoot, we can’t even leave Hardees parking lot, Joy had to wave at a young man going into 
Hardees! 

Julia and Erseline sitting in the second seat of the van, went searching for cupholders — “No 
cupholders!” 

“They should have a cupholder!’ 

“That opens the door-Julia- pull on it anyway!” 

“We don’t want to lose anybody yet!” 

Shucks- I can’t hear what the 5 ladies in the back of the van are saying, but there sure is a lot 
of giggling going on! 

As we left Elkins, Joy pointed out Governor KUMP’s house and down the road she sighted 
the mine shaft and Julia said, “My cousin had sex down there!” Family stories are shared 
anytime! 

“Oh, look! Snow on top of that mountain! Two peaks with snow-pretty high!” 

Joy shared that “After HCPD Gatherings’ Chuck and I would go to Shaver’s Mountain for a 
week or so to visit Rocky” and Patty’s cabin.” 

“We used to have Mullin’s Reunion here,” said Helen Fest. 

3700 ft. top of Shaver’s Mountain- that’s why Joyce’s ears kept poppin’! 

Julia suggested, “Maybe we could go skiing!’ 

Joy said, “It would be my luck, I’d fall and break my leg!” 

Julia popped in, “Erseline’s too old to ski!” 

As we passed Alpine Motel, Joy shared that it was owned by Rocky’s Aunt until she died. 


* Now Joy DEFAZIO 
* Boyd “Rocky” SWISHER 
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Joy, being the ‘Tour Guide’ shared “Your cousin, Julia, Bill WAGNER, used to love to come 
over here. A lot of the pictures we have at the Library he took. He’s also Joyce’s cousin!” 

“Does anyone else have Bennetts on their family?”, Joy asked. She announced, “We’re 
coming into the area of Bennetts, Stalnakers, and Raines!” 

Helen FEST spoke up, “Spruce Knob Road goes into Mullinix Territory. The grandparents’ 
house was lovely. Each room was made of different wood with stenciling-it’s beautiful- I loved 
going up there.” 

“Bennetts are a fun bunch- confusing!’ 

Entering Pendleton County, Julia tried to make a basket throwing away her coffee cup and 
she missed-the cup rolled under Joy’s feet- the driver and going on the windiest, curviest road! 

Seneca Area- “Oh, what a pretty stream-look how it glitters in the Sun- but it has to be cold. 
Look, there’s someone trout fishing!” 

Joy shared, “My Dad used to come here for trout fishing!” 

Looking straight at Seneca Rocks, Julia announced, “I used to trek up there! Oh, there’s 

We pulled into Monongahela National Forest at 10:30 a.m. to walk to Seneca Rocks-good 
exercise for everybody! 


Leaving Seneca Rocks, Nettie had brought a CD “Traveling Down This White Line 
Highway” (Mountain Gospel Music) by Allegheny and Friends, so now we had music as we 
traveled along! Thanks, Nettie! 

Joy stated to me, “Just think your Grandpa RAINES walking these hills!” 

Joy pointed out to Helen the place where the Bennett Reunion is. Helen said, “When?” 

“Tn July!” 

“Tl put that on my list!” 

At 11:52 and on Bennett Gap Road we ran into a road crew paving the road and we were so 
important that we were being escorted by the highway manager’s truck! 

Joy and Julia had a conversation. “Where were you born, Julia?” 

“Tn a hospital!” 

“Ha! Hal” 

“But where?” 

“Tn . My uncle delivered me”, Julia replied. 

At Junctions 33 and 28 Joy pointed out William Bennett’s (that came to Lewis County) 
house. 

As we circled Germany Valley, Joy and I were singing along with the CD. Joy announced 
that she wants “I’ve Got a Mansion” played at her funeral., She has her funeral dress so we now 
have her funeral (many years after this trip-we hope!) planned. 

Joy and Erseline had a discussion on how to clean wool socks. “...to take the grease out, you 
soak them in Dawn dishwashing soap, rinse and dry in a towel....” 

Driving through Franklin, Joy asked everybody if there was a need to stop for restroom or to 
eat lunch or can we wait 50 more miles for Harrisonburg? We all agreed to wait for 
Harrisonburg. Joy gave us another trip ‘tik- “Franklin is one of the chicken capitals of the world- 
here and up the valley!” 

We crossed over the South Branch of the Potomac River where our families came from. It 
depends on what part of the South Branch? 
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As we circled Shenandoah Mountain - 3450 ft. going into Harrisonburg, Joy remarked, “Now, 
we must remember how our ancestors trekked this all the time!” She then related the story of the 
family going over this mountain in a snowstorm. Beautiful view way, way down below us! “Joy- 
you’re doing a great job driving around these curves!” 

As we rolled up and down the hilly road toward Harrisonburg, Joy said for us “...to picture 
the WV troops marching down this road. They camped 10 miles from Harrisonburg.” 

Took a poll for lunch- unanimous vote- “NO McDonald’s or Hardee’s!” 

As we passed Singers Glen Road, Joy mentioned, “Some of the HCPD families came from 
that area. We’re 128 miles from Richmond!” 

Ahead of us is Saddle Back Mountain known as the ‘Hump in the Middle of the Plains’ — 
northern end is here; southern end by Winchester.” 

As we entered Harrisonburg, I called Rocky and Patty. Patty gave us directions to Pargo’s 
Restaurant where she’d meet us. 

Patty did meet us and we had a good visit. She was happy to see Helen Fest. Patty said, “Rocky 
wasn’t feeling well and he’d have to shave to come out to see us!” 


After lunch, Patty led us to the Massanutten Library downtown Harrisonburg. Helen Leeper 
said that she could do some research here. It ended that all of us did some research! 

It became to be 5:15 p.m. and our parking meter time is up so we need to head for Richmond. 
Before we left and being about 100 miles from Richmond, the girls got Joy to call Radisson 
Hotel to make sure our rooms are being held. Yes, they are! As we left Harrisonburg, we drove 
by the Stonewall Jackson Bed and Breakfast and Julia wondered if ““We’d get a discount being 
we’re family!” 

Joy and I had the visors down and the girls did a cheer, “Put the visors up!” You never heard 
such an enthusiastic cheer when we put up the visors! Now they can see the beautiful scenery 
ahead! We’re aim to please the crowd! 

At 7:10 p.m. we arrived at the Radisson Hotel, unloaded, went to our rooms, planning to meet 
at 8:00 in the Dining Room for dinner! 

Well, dinner was an experience! Considering (as we found out later) our waiter usually works 
the Breakfast Bar and had never served tables at dinner time. Our dinner was ‘nothing to write 
home about!’ It took forever to get our meals, let alone water and coffee, then a couple gals paid 
by credit card and they had been overcharged. That was the icing on the cake! We all decided 
that we would have breakfast someplace else! 

The next morning, we all met in the Dining Hall, thinking we were going out for breakfast, 
but we ended up eating breakfast at the Radisson. It was a Continental Breakfast, but we still had 
to beg for our coffee and we couldn’t figure out if one of the servers was a young man or a 
young lady! 

After breakfast, Helen FEST had tried to call her husband but the phone was busy, then found 
out it had been disconnected! Joy called 9-1-1 in Bridgeport, WV (Helen’s home) and the hotel 
Concierge was very helpful with this. 

Well — onto the reason we did this trip. We boarded the shuttle bus to The Library of Virginia 
to do research! When we got to the Library, Joy and Helen found out that Helen’s husband was 
alright and that the Cable Company had cut the phone line by mistake! Now, we were all 
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relieved and Helen could now relax and do her research! Luckily, there is an Ala Carte Café in 
the Library, so we had Lunch on our own time which made it nice. 

Research was done from 10 a.m.-5 p.m. with many finding some neat information, others not 
so much. 

We had our shuttle bus pick us up once again and we decided to freshen up, then meet at 6 
p.m. to have supper at TGIF just 7 miles downtown. 

Time to eat and Helen Leeper ordered a “Big Hurricane” - an island looking drink! 

Good time was had at TGIF- a good waitress! Thanks Shannon! We told her of our past meal 
experiences at the Radisson and she said, “How wrong is that!” 

Joy’s meal could feed an army! Liz’s aftermath looked like ‘dinosaur bones!’ (see picture). 

Look out- Nettie, let the waitress know that dessert will be ordered! She and I will share the 
cheesecake! Wait a minute- Erseline ordered Apple Crisp and Julia ordered cheesecake too! 

Before leaving TGIF we planned for the morning. Liz tried to talk Julia into getting up early 
so Liz, Joy, Nettie could get to the Library by 8:15 a.m. when it opened. We agreed with Joy to 
leave Richmond by 4 p.m. putting us back in Horner by 10-11 at night! 

Then Joy had a bright idea - on the way back tonight we could get Krispy Kreme Doughnuts 
down the road and everybody come to our room in the morning for breakfast. Everybody will 
bring their room coffee makers and cups. 

It seemed forever finding the Krispy Kreme Doughnuts place, but when we did Joy had to 
maneuver the van into the drive-up lane. She went right past the order stand and backed up with 
the Manager’s directions and he reminded her “make sure to put it out of reverse!” Joy said, “I’m 
from the country-don’t know anything about drive-ins!” 

We arrived back at the Radisson-everyone went to their rooms. 

The morning of April 25: — Julia said, “Save me a doughnut. I’ve got to sleep in!” 

The rest of the group came to our room to have doughnuts and coffee for breakfast so we can 
get to the Library. 

We shuttled to the Library so that we could be there when it opened at 8:15 a.m. only to find 
that today it opened at 9 a.m. so many of us sat in the Café table area. 

We researched until 3:30 p.m. when Charles ANDERSON, the Hotel’s Concierge picked us 
up in the rain. 

Julia- NEWSFLASH — you’re not to take a Library book into the bathroom- security alarm 
went off! AND Julia, you can’t “nap” on the bench in the hallway- the security guard told you to 
move on! 

We all packed up the van and Joy got on the I-64 - hit a bump and the group in the back went 
“Yahoo!” 

Julia’s still knitting- I think she’ll have it done by the time we get home! 

We stopped for diesel gas in the small town of Ferncliff. Everybody used the restroom and 
many bought snacks since we chose to have Joy continue driving while we had daylight since the 
mountain road was ahead. Joy was going to leave without paying for the gas! 

We made it around the mountain and stopped at a lovely restaurant. As we finished eating 
supper, we heard lots of sirens and the TV said that there had been a bad accident on the 
mountain road. We came upon that accident. An SUV had slid into the guardrail. The roads were 
wet from the rain. We couldn’t tell if anyone was hurt. 
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Well, we pulled into the HCPD Library at around 7 p.m. and after everybody unloaded, used 
the restroom, each took off for their homes. Joy and I headed for her house. 

This was an interesting, fun research trip. We are looking forward to the next one. That could 
be in Fort Wayne, Indiana ! 

Well, it’s now 2019 and we never made it to Fort Wayne for another research trip! Sorry to 
say, many of the group have passed on or many have health issues that would keep us from 
making such a trip! But we had FUN in Richmond! And, a further note from Joy: As you read 
at the beginning of this dialogue, we began this trip on April 23, 2015. It so happens that I am 
editing the HC Journal and this story, on April 24, 2019. . sixteen years to the day when we were 
researching in Richmond. Joyce and I couldn’t have timed this beTter if we tried. 


NICHOLAS CARPENTER 


by: Sandra CARPENTER SAMOYEDAY, 5" g. granddaughter 


Nicholas CARPENTER was head of one of the pioneering families to settle in what is 
now known as present day Clarksburg, Harrison County, West Virginia. Nicholas 
CARPENTER was a pioneer in many respects when he came to what is now West Virginia int 
he latter part of the 1700s. He was a gunsmith, blacksmith, hunter, merchant, trander and “raised 
cattle.” He was a ppointed Sheriff, Coroner and one of the Commissioners of the Harrison 
County Court. In his later years, he was appointed to the Board of trustees of the Randolph 
Academy 

There are several areas in Harrison County that bare his name, such as Carpenter Hollow, 
where he had a hunting campt that is near present-day Salem, just outside the city of Clarksburg. 
He was a hunter of buffalo, elk, deer and other wild game. This camp was also used as a station 
between Clarksburg and the Ohio River for weary travelers seeking shelter and safety from the 
Indians. This area was also tamed by CARPENTER, who with his sons cleared a trail for 
driving cattle to the eastern markets in Ohio Mr. CARPENTER raised his cattle to be sold to 
the Army and other markets, and this trail is roughly the path of what is now known as U.S. 
Route 50.. 

His name appears on the first personal property tax list for Harrison County in 1785. He 
was appointed to a commission to cut a trail for a road on or near the mouth of the Little 
Kanawha River in present day Parkersburg. On January 7, 1789, he was one of seeral men who 
voted from Harrison County in the first presidential election. He say on the jury of the first 
meeting of a Superior Court for Virginia that included Harrison, Monongalia and Randolph 
Counties. 

On October 4, 1791, he and several men including one of his young sons were taking a 
drove of cattle to market in Ohio and were attacked and massacred on a place now referred to as 
“Carpenter’s Run” by an Indian war party led by Chief TECUMSEH. This story is repeated 
several times in print. According to legend, CARPENTER had befriended TECUMSEH as a 
child and as an act of kindness towards him, he fixed the future great chief's rifle. After 
recognizing his old friend, TECUMSEH ordered that Nicholas and his son not be scalped. He 
ordered that Nicholas be wrapped in a blanket, new mocassins placed on feet and, as a sign of 


25 


great repects, his rifle was to be buried with him. The bodies of he and his young son Nicholas 
were buried in present day Wood county along the banks of the Ohio River. 

Nicholas and wife, Mary WOLFE CARPENTER, raised thirteen children in the West 
Virginia wilderness. They were honest, hard working people who weren’t afraid to venture out 
into a land unknown. With hard work, they prospered and left a legacy for the generations of us 
who followed. 


This is but one of hundred of stories of brave pioneers of West Virginia. Nicholas 
descended from Swiss German immigrants who came from Europe in search of a better life. He 
left this world making it a better place for all who followed his path. 

The other interesting thing I’ve only recently discovered is this. On my mother’s side of 
family I’m also related to Nicholas CARPENTER though his daughter’s marriage to David 
Wallace SLEETH.. This SLEETH family in turn, is, through their mother or grandmother , 
acclaimed to be a descendant of the great Scottish warlord whose last name was WALLACE. 

In a tiny footnote on pg. 18 ....it states that a David H. SMITH, son of David SMITH and Sarah 
HACKER........ married a Tablitha MCWHORTER......... Tablitha’s mother being a 
STALNAKER. Found that very interesting. 


USING DNA TO BREAK DOWN A BRICK WALL 


As avid genealogists we know we must spend countless hours combing through records, 
trying to interpret the records we find, and rating the validity of every source. We must be 
careful not to use information from undocumented or un-sourced publications. 

What do we do when there are no paper records? We must turn to DNA. With the 
advancement of DNA testing many have been able to connect with distant relatives and share 
family stories. For those that are not familiar with DNA testing I will provide a brief description. 
Autosomal DNA provides information from the great majority of your DNA and contains most 
of your DNA sequence. Autosomal examines about | million genetic markers (also known as 
SNPs) spread across your genome. The markers give information about all your ancestors in 
recent generations. Testing is typically good for about 10 generations back into the past, which 
is about 300 years. When someone is a DNA match to you it means they are genetically related 
and must share a set of common grandparents or grandparent. This is also known as the most 
recent common ancestor (MRCA). There is also Y-DNA testing. This testing is only able to be 
done on a male. Y-DNA only test the Y-chromosome, which passes from father to son virtually 
unchanged. There are different marker levels for 12, 25,37, 67 and 111. And finally, records and 
people lie, DNA doesn’t lie. 


26 


I will share my personal story. For the last 20 plus years, I have been trying to find 

documentation to connect William RATLIFF/RADCLIFF who died in Lewis County to my 
Ratliff branch. I was certain Jonathan Ratliff who was born in Lewis County in 1839 and died in 
Braxton County in 1911 was the grandson of William RATLIFF, I just could’nt find concrete 
proof of it. 
By early 2016 autosomal DNA testing was performed on my mother who was born a RATLIFF, 
she was the great granddaughter of Jonathan RATLIFF. Based on statistics she would have 
gotten about 12.5% of her DNA from him. Also, testing was performed on my sister, myself, 
and my two children. After all this testing and searching over 10,000 DNA matches, I was still 
not able to match relatives that we were genetically connect to via William Ratliff. After this 
exhaustive search, I had concluded that our family would never be able to find the William or 
know for certain how we were related to William RATLIFF. I gave up on this search for a 
while and redirected my time to other branches of my family. 

On a trip in May of 2016 to visit family in Braxton County, WV, a relative showed me a 
book published about Burnsville by David Palmer, in this book there was an article about 
Jonathan RATLIFF. It stated he was born Johnathan Holt and was the son of Reverend 
Jonathan Holt, he was placed with Levi RATLIFF. This information was determined via DNA 
testing. The information given to the author of the book was provided by Hughie RATLIFF. 
So instead of asking the writer, I tried to find the information first hand. After countless hours of 
research on the Holt family of Lewis County, it was discovered that Jonathan HOLT did have a 
son named Jonathan, but he was born about 1858 so this was not my Jonathan RATLIFF since 
he was born in 1839. At this point the information given in the book was discounted by me. 
Which was a huge mistake on my part, I will later discover. 

On another trip to Braxton County in September of 2018 at a family gathering everyone 
was talking about family history and reminiscing about the older generations, and of course the 
article on Jonathan Ratliff came up. We thought maybe we should revisit this possibility, since 
after over 2 years of additional research we still had not gotten any new information. After 
returning from this trip, I decided to contact the Hughie and just ask for additional information 
about how he came to this conclusion. He stated he was contacted by a Ratliff/Radcliff 
researcher around 2005 to take a Y-DNA test to see what if the research could take his branch of 
Ratliff family and possible connect him to other branches. The test was taken and to his surprise 
he was not related to any Ratliff’s but he did show matches to a few Holt family members that 
had tested. 

After receiving this information and speaking with family, we decided the only way to 
know for certain was to do our own Y-DNA testing and allow me to review and interpret the 
results. My uncle, who is a RATLIFF, agreed to take the test. We decided to test 37 markers. 

While waiting on the test results, I built a family tree known as a “quick and dirt family 
tree”. This type of tree uses minimal records, and list direct ancestors only with basic 
information such as, date of birth, date of death, and some basic geographic locations. While 
building the tree I added Jonathan HOLT as the father of Jonathan RATLIFF, then added John 
HOLT and Susannah COBURN/COBUN as the parents of Jonathan HOLT. After a few days 
of searching thought DNA matches, my mother, sister, and myself, matched a group of 
descendants of John and Susannah. I contacted some of the DNA matches and told them my 
hypothesis about the Ratliff and Holt connection. One of the DNA matches got back to me, my 
mother matched her, her father and uncle. These family members also matched my mother’s 
confirmed Ist cousin, Ist cousin 1x removed and several other confirmed cousin relationships. 
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She wrote me back and said she knew all about the RATLIFF family. It has been passed down 
in family stories, that Jonathan Holt who was marred at least 4 times, had 2 small children when 
his wife died, he “gave them out” to his neighbors to care of and raise them as their own. The 
RATCLIFF were one of those neighbors. 
Upon opening the result my suspensions were confirmed. My uncle that was tested and Hughie 
RATLIFF were a perfect match at 25 markers. He also matched several members of the Holt 
family at 36/37 marker level. That means the probability of a common male ancestor within 10 
generations (200 years) is about 94%. Based on genetics and different linages, and a lot of 
science this branches traces back to the Randall HOLT who was born about 1607 in England 
and immigrated from to the United States about the year 1620 and settled in Jamestown. 

In conclusion, Jonathan HOLT was indeed the father of Jonathan RATLIFF 1839- 
1911. I would also like to thank my uncle and Hughie RATLIFF for giving me the pieces I 
needed to confirm this information. It is important to do your traditional genealogy research, but 
when the paper trail runs out, genetic genealogy in the next step. It doesn’t only help you get 
through your brick wall it helps confirm your traditional genealogy paper trail. It is important to 
educate yourself about DNA testing. It can get a little pricey so do your homework before you 
jump into it. Now onto the next mystery who was Jonathan Ratliff’s mother? 


MORRIS — WILLIAMS — LYNCH 


From the Morris’ and Williams’ families of Katy Lick...... to the Morris 
family at Turkey Fork, to the Ritter and Morris families of Grass Run, and 


the Lynch family of Maken 
by “Bill” LYNCH 


A featured story in the recent Harrison County Genealogy Society newsletter was about 
the WILLIAMS family of Katy Lick, whose daughter, Rebecca, married Manley MORRIS, 
then also of Katy Lick....but soon to relocate to “Turkey Fork” (now Wolf Summit). Manley 
and Rebecca’s daughter, Nancy Jane MORRIS, was to marry Capt. John Michael RITTER of 
Grass Run in 1855. The next connection is to our more recent Lynch family....... for Capt John 
and Nancy Jane’s daughter, Susie, married Hiram LYNCH Jr, of Maken. 
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Wagon Teams having unloaded rough sawn lumber at site of twin 
houses at Maken in 1903. 


Let’s next establish Maken. The first in our family to own the area around Rt. 50 and Jarvisville 
; =e ys 8 sa Te yes Rd was Hiram Jr’s 
grandfather, Hiram 
LYNCH Sr and his 
wife, Nancy 
(SOMMERVILLE) 
LYNCH. , the 
Revolutionary War 
veteran who 
established his cabin 
circa 1789 at the 
confluence of the 
West Fork and 
Buffalo Run in 
southern Harrison 
County. Eventually, 
however, Peter’s son, 
Hiram Sr, 
established his own 
i pis working farm on 
Limestone ast east of Wilsonburg. Hiram Sr i is ‘remembered as a a stockman, a road builder, a 
bridge builder, and a grist mill owner.....to say nothing of he and his wife being pillars in their 
Methodist church at Wilsonburg, i.e., they were true believers. 


Lynch twin houses and Pt. Pleasant Methodist Church, both 


completed in 1905 
Three of Hiram Sr and Nancy’s sons, John Perry, William and Wesley, eventually lived on this 


large acreage once called Maken, which before undergoing a name change was called 
“Lynchburg.” There were at least 3 streams running through this land at Maken, Tenmile 
Creek, Turkeyfoot Creek (headwaters in Wolf Summit) and Wizzardism creek (headwaters at 
head of Carpenter Hollow, 


Wizzardism Run is now known as “Carpenter’s Hollow. Wright B. CARPENTER, an earlier 
Harrison Co settler, is said to have owned a hunting cabin at the head of this Carpenter Hollow. 


Eventually, my grandfather, Hiram LYNCH, Jr, son of William, purchased the land running up 
Carpenter Hollow, where a small 2 story house eventually replaced CARPENTER’s hunting 
cabin, the house was still standing in this writer’s summer vacations spent at Maken during the 
40s and the 50s. 


“What Next” 


During the oil drilling boom around Maken (1899-1905) and to the immediate east of Maken, a 
temporary hamlet suddenly sprang up, practically overnight. The children of Hiram Jr and Susie 
R. LYNCH said the hamlet was appropriately called “What Next.” “What Next” housed the oil 
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field roustabouts of the immediate area. Why such a strange name? The neighboring hamlets 
never knew what behavior would be observed next...at “What Next.” | Would it be typical fist 
fights, an infrequent homicide, weekend drunkenness, or the very noticeable arrivals & 
departures from the local bordello? The hamlet didn’t last long, for the roustabouts, by 
necessity, always moved on, but one can imagine the whispers and indignation among the more 
religious families living close by. 


Further to the east lived the George and Manley MORRIS families, having moved from their 
home since 1822 on Strother’s Hill to Turkey Fork, their new home known back in the mid 
1800s as Traveler’s Inn or “The Inn at Turkey Fork.” Manley MORRIS, the son of George and 
Mary SHRY MORRIS, was a man of very strong frame, who cleared this new land and built the 
Traveler’s Inn. Manley was supervised by his father who had moved the family from the 
Lilmestone divide of Katy Lick to Turkey Fork to provide comfort for the many travelers of that 
day....... those traveling by horse, by carriage, or those driving stock to eastern markets. Their 
Traveler’s Inn was a good overnight accommodation, for it had several surrounding corrals to 
restrain the herds of cattle being driven. 


But by 1856, the B&O RR had purchased a right of way paralleling old Rt 50 which led Manley 
to trade his Traveler’s Inn of 24 years at Turkey Fork, for a new, uncleared parcel of land at the 
head of Grass Run. No more carriage stops, no more herds of cattle moving along the trail, 
Manley affected a trade with a Mr. Perry WOLFE, hence the name of “Turkey Fork” was 
dropped in favor its next name, “Wolf Summit. 


But Manley and Rebecca found a good neighbor on Grass Run....... the Samuel RITTER 
family. Samuel had returned to Harrison County from his trapping endeavors in Kentucky and 
settled on Grass Run. Samuel was known in his day as a “hatter.” His youngest child, John 
Michael RITTER, eventually took a liking to Manley and Rebecca’s daughter, Nancy Jane 
MORRIS, who married in 1855, a few short years before the outbreak of the Civil War. John 
earned the rank of Captain in the Ritchie, WV militia, thus he was known from that day on as 
Capt. John Michael RITTER. In 1869, a daughter, Susie, was born, a daughter destined to 
become the bride of Hiram LYNCH Jr of Maken. 


This writer believes but cannot confirm that during Hiram Jr and Susie’s early years of marriage, 
they lived w Hiram’s parents, William and Catherine (LAMBERT) LYNCH in what was 
known as “The House in the Pines” at Maken...... along the muddy trail we now know as Rt. 50. 


“House in the 
Pines” at Maken 
constructed mid 
to late 1800s. 


It is known that 
Hiram Jr was 
some 19 years 
older than his 


bride, and was struggling to make his father’s farm at Maken, now his, profitable. By 1899 his 


= 


=— School # 7 on 


| @  Wizzardism behind twin 
| _—Ssihouses circa 1910 


Edmond 
Ritter Lynch 


financial condition turned 
most favorable. Oil had 
been found under his farm, 
sizable quantities of oil. 
Wells were being drilled 
(hence the wild hamlet of 
“What Next” sprung up), a 
replacement church for the 
original log church 
(Methodist) was being 
constructed on land his 
father had once owned, and 
a small, one or two room 
school was soon to be 
erected, known to __ this 
writer at school #7 shown 
below.. 


By Christmas of 1905, the 


twin houses were ready for occupancy. However, in the interim, my father, Hiram W. Samuel 
IH, was born (1904) in a scale house (photo below) across the road from the “House in the 
Pines,” 
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(Below) Scale house at Maken where Hiram & Susie’s 4th child, Hiram W. Lynch III, was 
born (1904) 


Pictured below is the Enon Church on Tunnel Hill: Enon was the home church for Manley 
and Rebecca MORRIS when they were living at Turkey Fork. Upon moving to Grass Run, they 
attended a Baptist church on the run. 


Sources: Mrs. Evelyn (SMITH) LYNCH of Conneaut, Ohio; Paul MAXWELL of Charleston, 
WV; Berda (LYNCH) BUTLER of Maken; Eva and Ollie MORRIS of Marshville; and David 
HOUCHIN of Clarksburg. 


This is but one of hundreds of stories of brave pioneers of West Virginia. Nicholas 
descended from Swiss German immigrants who came from Europe in search of a better life. He 
left this world making it a better place for all who followed his path. 

The other interesting thing I’ve only recently discovered is this. On my mother’s side of 
family I’m also related to Nicholas CARPENTER though his daughter’s marriage to David 
Wallace SLEETH.. This SLEETH family in turn, is, through their mother or grandmother , 
acclaimed to be a descendant of the great Scottish warlord whose last name was WALLACE. 

In a tiny footnote on pg. 18 ....it states that a David H. SMITH, son of David SMITH and Sarah 
HACKER........ married a Tablitha MCWHORTER......... Tablitha’s mother being a 
STALNAKER. Found that very interesting. 
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HCPD Charter Member Irma Curtis 


We are happy to feature our dear member, volunteer and friend Irma Curtis. She 
has worn many hats since joining HCPD when it was originally organized in 1982. 
This makes her one of our Charter members. Irma served as Librarian for 20 plus 
years. Her devotion to this society has been much appreciated! 


Irma Jean Bender was born at Three Churches in Hampshire County, WV 
on December 24, 1933. When she was 18 months old her family moved to Wiley 
Ford in Mineral County, WV. She was one of five children. 


On April 20, 1951 she married the love of her life, Carl Curtis. Carl and 
Irma became the proud parents of eight children. They have 17 grandchildren and 
26 great grandchildren. They were married for 52 years. Carl passed away in 2004. 


34 


We asked Irma about any special memories she had of the Library and she 
replied "There are too many to pick out one". One thing is sure, she says the 
Library has been a real life saver for her, with her children grown and all the hard 
work was over at home, she enjoyed getting out of the house and becoming our 
Librarian. 


She remembers all the special people that the Library has hosted with fun, laughter 
and loved shared these many years! 


One thing we all have witnessed about Irma is her deep, abiding faith in her 
Lord and Savior Jesus. The Word of God is in her heart and spoken out of her 
mouth with great respect and her actions certainly come from that faith. She is 
always a willing worker to do anything to help HCPD and any patrons who visit. 


Irma said that she got interested in Genealogy when her daughter Marie had 
to research ancestors for one of her classes. This is how she got hooked! 


It was around this time she read in the Weston Democrat that anyone 
interested in genealogy should contact Joy Gilchrist who lived in Ohio then. This 
she did and was one of the original folks to become of member. 


The Surnames Irma has researched are Curtis, Bennett, Alkire, Hawkins, 
Bender, Henderson, Lewis and McCulley. 


One of Irma's many contributions to HCPD has been her special spaghetti 
sauce. Once a year Irma and her daughters and helpers gather to make this 
delicious sauce and it is one of our best fund raisers! She has gained many fans that 
often stop to ask her: When is the next spaghetti dinner? 


A special onion memory 


One day a few ladies were gathered at Irma's home to make the spaghetti 
sauce. Irma's husband Carl was in the living room watching TV. Irma walked in to 
tell him something and found tears flowing down his cheeks! The onion fumes had 
traveled into the living room by a fan blowing causing Carl to tear up! He was such 
a great sport that he had not complained but just accepted it knowing how great the 
sauce would taste! 
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The Spaghetti Sauce story and recipe 


The recipe came from her Father's sister, Aunt Kathleen Bender Czarnecki, 
"Aunt Kitty". Irma does not know how her Aunt got the recipe, she was not Italian 
but her husband was Polish. 


Irma has used this recipe since the early 1980’s. The two ladies got close in 
the late 1970's through genealogy! Stanley Czarnecki would take them to various 
towns so they could do their research; he was so patient he would let them stay as 
long as they wanted! 


It was one time when she came to stay at Irma’'s and made the spaghetti 
sauce and Irma watched her. She used slices of pepperoni and chunks of Italian 
sausage but Irma prefers to run them through a processor for a smoother, thicker 
sauce which everyone loves. 


Gracious as always, Irma is more than willing to share this recipe! Enjoy! 
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Irmas’s Spaghetti Sauce 


This makes one roaster of sauce 
6 large onions & 3 sweet peppers, put in processor then sauté' 
Fry 3 Ibs. of hamburger & drain well 


Fry 3lbs. mild or sweet Italian sausage & drain grease and run through 
processor if you desire smooth sauce. 


14 lbs. pepperoni (run through processor) 
Add all to3'% gallon cans of tomato sauce 
Add 1 Tbsp parsley flakes 
1 tsp minced garlic 
1 Heaping Tbsp Oregano 
Simmer 3 hours 


Add 1 cup sugar & some Basil to taste 
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1. 


QUERIES 


Looking for Descendants of WV BARTLETTs. Virtually all the WV BARTLETTs 
descend from Thomas BARTLETT born c1733 Richmond Co, VA; died c1806 Harrison 
Co, (W)VA. You don’t need to have the BARTLETT surname, just be a descendant 
through any line. I have amassed over 10,000 descendants (in book format, donated to the 
HCPD Library), and am particularly interested in any descendant who has taken a DNA 
test. lam mapping my DNA (linking specific segments of DNA back to specific ancestral 
lines) — more info about genealogy DNA in my blog: www.segmentology.org Please 
email me at jim4bartletts@verizon.net Jim Bartlett 7224 Beacon Ter, Bethesda, MD 
20817 


Seeking information on Molly and Minnie FERRELL, daughters of James A. and 
Marietta WETZEL (or WHETSEL) FERRELL. The family appears in the 1910 
census of Calhoun County, with the daughters' ages given as 29 and 28 (although they 
seem to be only 16 and 15 in 1900). I've read or been told by a now deceased family 
member that one of the girls married a Mr. FLUHARTY and lived in Parkersburg, but 
I'm not sure which one it was or whether the other one ever married. I did find just now 
that Marietta died in Wood County about 1933. Can anyone supply more information, 
especially about possible descendants? Mary Crawford CLAWSEY 5711 Falls Road, 
Baltimore, Maryland 21209 


Seeking parents of Thornton Fleming FERRELL, b. 1818, in Monongalia Co, Virginia, 
died Calhoun County in 1893. Married to Mary KNIGHT, daughter of Thomas. Despite 
much information online that he is the son of Robert and Rachel GRIGGS FERRELL, 
information in his Civil War pension file, suggests this is not so. 

His probable brother was Harrison Russell based on conversations with a FERRELL, 
who said his ancestor, Harrison, had only one brother, Thornton. Possible other siblings 
are Ann, m. Lewis HISKELLand Letha. m. Jacob STROTHERS. Thornton named his 
first daughter Letha. With him in the 1870 census, is Hannah, 83 years old. There are 
deeds from Robert and Hannah FERRELL in Monongalia County, but if this is the 
Robert b. 1740, this Hannah is probably not the correct age to be Thornton's mother. 

Court records reference a Hannah FERRELL, spinster. The 1820 census lists a 
Hannah with children on the correct age to be three of the four siblings listed above. This 
Hannah may not be the spinster but if it is, she could have Ferrell children, other than her 
own, living with her. 

I have looked at many court records without success. Can anyone can suggest any 
other areas of research that would be helpful? —_I have been trying to solve this puzzle 
for over 20 years. Any help is greatly appreciated. Linn BAITKER, 5658 Chestnut, 
Virginia Beach, VA 23464 licajsjn8 @ gmail.com 


Can anyone provide information about the descendants of David and Margaret 
HARDMAN WETZEL? I have fairly full information on their oldest daughter, 
Ruhama, who married Zachary TILLMAN and was my great-grandmother, and some on 
the family of David and Margaret's only son, Henry Bivan WETZEL, but there were 
three other daughters. Julia or Juliana married, rather late in life, Ephraim BERRY, who 
I think had been married before. Any information on him would be welcome. Maryetta 
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married a Mr. FERRELL (or FARRELL?) and had two daughters, Molly and Minnie, 
about whom I know almost nothing except that at least one of them was married--I think 
to a Mr. FLUHARTY. The youngest, Mariah Louisa ("Weese") never married. I've 
wondered whether Maryetta or Weese, or both, might have taught. Other than Maryetta, 
the family lived most of their lives in the Horner/Georgetown area. Mary CLAWSEY, 
5711 Falls Road, Baltimore, MD 21209 aidal200@hotmail.com 


. Seeking any and all information on John BLACK and his wife May who were the 
parents of Alpheus W. BLACK who was born in Barbour County on 14 September 1831 
and died on 9 August 1858 in Tanner Forks, Gilmer County. Alpheus W. BLACK 
married the widow Isabella STUMP VANNOY in Gilmer County on 26 March 1854. I 
believe Alpheus W. BLACK had brothers Edgar W. BLACK and Henson BLACK. - 
Dave POWELL, Dpowell @sytekconsultants.com, 4797 Huntwood Path, Manilius, NY, 
13104 
. Can anyone offer information about the history of WALKERS VILLE HIGH SCHOOL? 
When did it open? My aunt, Lena CRAWFORD MCINTOSH, born 1907, told me that 
she went there (riding her horse three miles from her home on Abrams Run), and my 
father, Robert Tillman CRAWFORD, was evidently principal there some time in the late 
1920s. Mary CRAWFORD CLAWSEY 5711 Falls Road, Baltimore, Maryland 21209 
aida1200 @ hotmail.com 


. About 55 years ago, my father, Robert Tillman CRAWFORD, took me to see the 
Jacksonville Cemetery and the then-covered bridge (replaced by an ordinary bridge just a 
few years later). From one of those two stops, I noticed a dirt road crossing a hilltop off 
to the west and asked him about it. He said he thought it was part of the old Staunton- 
Parkersburg Pike, and he told me this story: At some time in the early twentieth century, 
my grandfather, Robert Willey CRAWFORD, had received an order (I don't know from 
what agency) to close off that road. Evidently my grandfather owned some land along 
that road. In any case, he and some of his four sons complied with that order and fenced 
off the road--and as they finished, a man came along with a wagonload of hay, and they 
had to undo the whole job and redo it. 

I wondered from the time I heard about that incident why any authority would order a 
turnpike to be closed off, and when I learned much later that the "Old Pike Road" still 
exists more or less as US 33, I wondered even more. As I learned a little more about the 
old turnpikes, which were toll roads, I came to the conclusion that the road I had seen 
(now numbered on the State Department of Highways map as county route 44/1) was a 
"shunpike"--a way of avoiding the tolls. Since then, my husband and I have explored that 
road from both ends and discovered that there's a long break in the middle--and I see 
from the map that it's now evidently closed off at the south end. Does anyone reading 
this know anything more about the whole matter? Mary CRAWFORD CLAWSEY 5711 
Falls Road, Baltimore, Maryland 21209 aidal1200@hotmail.com 
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NOTE FROM YOUR EDITOR 


Some of you will realize that this issue of our HC JOURNAL is LESS 
THAN THE 50 PAGES we normally print. The reason for this is the lack of 
submission specifically for the Journal. REMEMBER THIS IS THE 
HACKER’S CREEK JOURNAL. .. NOT Joy’s Journal or Patty’s Journal. We 
need submissions from YOU and YOU and YOU! A few years ago, we cut 
back from four issues a year to two because of the lack of submissions. 
Personally, I would hate to see us go to just one issue a year. REMEMBER ... 
this is your place to share your research with others and for them to share with 
you. So, hopefully, my mailbox will be full before our next issue is due out in 
October. Send your stories to me at joy41941 @hackerscreek.com or you can 
snail mail them to me at the library. I look forward to hearing from several of 
you. 


Joy Gilchrist DeFazio 


HCPD MEMBERSHIP FORM 
For office use: Date___ Check # Code Back Issues ___ Membership Card. Packet 


I/We hereby apply for membership in The Hacker’s Creek Pioneer Descendants, Inc. I understand that 

dues are $40.00 and my membership includes access to all portions of the website of the organization, 
access to the HCPD Library during any hours when it is open, and 2 copies of The Hacker’s Creek Journal 
per membership year which will be distributed via e-mail except to those persons who do not have e-mail 
capabilities. Those persons who do not have e-mail capabilities will received the HCJ by regular mail. I 
understand that HCPD is a 501©3 organization and all donations for which I ask a receipt are tax deductible. 


I include a donation. Please place $ in the general fund, $ in the cemetery 

maintenance fund, and/or $ in the building fund. 
Mr./Mrs./Miss: 

Surname Given Name Middle Name Spouse 
Address: 
Street City State Zip Code (9 digits please) 

Telephone: ( ) Master Card/Visa No. Exp Date: 
E-Mail: 


Families I am researching: __ 


EVERY ATTEMPT WILL BE MADE TO DISTRIBUTE THE HACKER’S CREEK JOURNALS IN APRIL AND 
LATE SEPTEMBER FOR ANY GIVEN MEMBERSHIP YEAR. The HCPD MEMBERSHIP YEAR BEGINS 
OCTOBER 1 AND ENDS ON SEPTEMBER 30. New memberships after August 1 will begin the following 
October 1. However, those who join during the months of August and September will have all benefits except 
receipt of the second Journal of a membership year by snail mail. It should be noted that these will be available on 
the members only website.. 

MAIL TO: Hacker’s Creek Pioneer Descendants, Inc., 45 Abbotts Run Road, Horner, WV 
26378 
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